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The McGugle Account
We were all surprised when Brian hired The Cyclops. His refer ences only spoke Greek. His sole job experience was shepherding.
It was uncertain if he could commit to two years. No matter. Brian saw something formidable in him. He had followed a similar hunch when he hired me. Despite my lack of PR experience, and despite my nervous stutter during the interview, I had become one of our company's top performers.
I was speaking on my headset to a client when I saw The Cyclops for the first time. From my cramped cubicle I admired his backside as he exited Brian's office. I've always been attracted to tall men with broad shoulders, and given my collegiate foray into the punk scene, I didn't even blink at the tiny green sprig of hair that sat like a piece of unmown lawn atop his head. No, it wasn't until he turned that I saw why others described him as revolting: the large eye, settled like a rough diamond above his eyebrows (not under them, as many would think) was, to put it mildly, intimidating. But what an eye it was! The color of warm sand, bright and penetrating. So penetrating that when he caught my gaze I swore he could see the color of my bones beneath my expensive tweed suit and inexpensive (and somewhat gritty) bra and underwear. And that voice! I heard him now, as he spoke to Brian, and I stopped talking in mid-sen tence to Mrs. Lipman so that I could eavesdrop more effectively.
I had barely begun to enjoy The Cyclops' melodic enthusiasm about working with our company when my client began chirping in my right ear. After her tedious public involvement with crank and the Home Shopping Network, she hungered for as much counsel as she could get. "Hello, Carol?" she said. "Can you hear me? You're speaking on your headset again, aren't you, Carol. I've asked you repeatedly not to use your headset. It makes you sound like some robot from distant space. Can you hear me, Carol? Good. You were saying something about my choice of tortillas, correct? About choosing the tortillas with the pink ribbon? The breast cancer torti llas? Instead of the white cheapies?"
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The Iowa Review www.jstor.org ® "An analogy, Mrs. Lipman," I said. "My point is that for someone so famous, the smallest choices you make will influence the media's opinion of you." She marveled over this statement, saying "Yes, I see," pleased as she always was with any grandiose platitude.
Around me, chairs scraped back and polite laughter ballooned.
Brian was introducing The Cyclops around the office. I told Mrs.
Lipman I would call her back and hung up. Brian and The Cyclops approached my desk, smiling broadly.
I stood and extended my hand to The Cyclops. Like prairie dogs having risen from their earthen holes, the heads of my colleagues bobbed above the cubicle walls, their expressions less curious than bored.
With a sense of wonderment I allowed The Cyclops' hand to swal low up my own. "It's a delight to meet you, Ms. Home," he said.
"Brian was raving about your work here."
So soft, his voice, as though it could lull you to sleep. He was very well spoken for a Cyclops.
I told Kent this later that day. Kent grunted and rolled his eyes.
"More proof of Brian's incompetence," Kent said. His gelled hair sat stiffly on his head like the shining blade of a guillotine. "He's obviously a monster. Did you smell him?" "Like cooked garbage," an intern agreed.
"I thought he was nice," I said. We were standing around the fax machine, five or six of us, waiting for our faxes to crawl out of the machine's unsmiling mouth. "'Nice' is the adjective people use when they don't have some thing better to say," Kent intoned. Then he sang loudly, "Carol's found a new boyfriend." My coworkers laughed. "Yeah, right," I said with feigned playful ness. "I mean, come on, he's totally gross. Really, he's disgusting."
But truthfully I didn't find The Cyclops gross or disgusting. Aside from the large club he always carried ("For wolves or worse," he told me), and despite the smell of livestock that trailed him every where, he was far more refined and thoughtful than the other men in the office. "No, thank you." His eye was staring down at me mushily. I was nervous that he would try to kiss me right then and there in the parking lot, where one of my colleagues might find us.
Instead he leaned against his club and looked up at the stars.
"Oesire makes everything bloom/" he said wistfully.
"What?"
The Cyclops looked down at me again. "Don't you remember?
Proust?" We were somewhere far from Seattle. Eastern Washington, I
assumed, in a land of rolling hills and no trees. Machines had carved enormous circles into the farmland so that they resembled landing platforms for visiting spaceships. We were on top of the highest butte in sight, looking out over the smaller hills that undulated like a frozen ocean into the dark horizon. The night was clear and the wind was fierce. My hair was whipped into my eyes as I stepped from the car, and the stinging strands were momentarily blinding. Nearby there is a ranch with a dozen or so good goats. I'll hopefully have them by Friday of next week." "How much do they cost?" I asked, genuinely curious.
The Cyclops waved his club through the air and laughed. "Gratis," he said. He set the club down next to a pile of straw that must have been his bed. After one last chuckle he grew solemn. We watched one another seriously for several moments and for once I was strong enough to look him squarely in the eye without turning away. "Come here," he said, unbuckling his belt, and I came.
Later, lying in the dark on the straw that was stabbing me relent lessly wherever I turned, feeling pleasantly bruised and pawed from the night before, I began wondering if I should escape. Blind him with a hot poker, maybe, and then flee clinging to the belly of one of his goats. The thought made me smile in the dark, because the goats were so small and smelly that I couldn't imagine their being an effective hiding place. More realistically, I could leave a note. Tiptoe to my car and drive the five hours back to Seattle with my broken shoe in the passenger seat. This was my modus operandi in those days?initial excitement about becoming involved with someone, followed by an adrenaline-packed flight response that I assumed would protect me from future awkwardness and pain, whether my awkwardness and pain or the other person's, I was never sure. Somehow I thought The Cyclops deserved better, but I questioned my motives. Despite his being smarter, kinder and sweeter than most, and despite his being well-endowed (though not, fortunately, to the point where our coupling had been a disaster), I began won dering if I was confusing lust and pity. Maybe I was feeling sorry for him, for having to go through life as the freak, as the weirdo. I pictured us walking down the street together, him looming over me and the crowds parting before us, their faces twisted with curiosity and fear. I pictured the interns at our wedding ceremony, making farting sounds in the back pews, the other guests snarling with laughter. The Cyclops gave a loud snore then, an earth-splitting snore, and even one of the goats bleated in fear. "Wait," The Cyclops protested, rising to his feet and brushing the straw away from his powerful figure. "I can make breakfast." He wrapped a loincloth around his waist and I realized that this was his version of hanging around the house in boxers. It was almost charming if I wasn't already feeling so pale and sick.
"I'll call you," I said. It came out coldly.
The Cyclops' eye flickered. In it there floated a flotsam of hurt.
"Yeah right," he said, and it was the only time I heard him be sar castic. "I'll bet." He walked me to the cave entrance. In the morning light, he was terrifying. I let him kiss me on the forehead. Once settled in my car, I breathed an enormous sigh of relief.
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The following Monday we were all surprised to hear The Cyclops There is no man, however wise, who has not at some period of his youth said things, or lived in a way the consciousness of which is so unpleasant to him in later life that he would gladly, if he could, expunge it from his memory.
Gladness returned to me then. Someone somewhere understood me and suffered as I did.
Whenever I begin to doubt myself, as I invariably do, and wish in terror that I had not turned out the way that I have, I open up these strange dusty illegible books and I reread this note. Then all seems benign again, at least temporarily, like there is a great eye penetrat ing my lies and observing the goodness within me.
